66            STRAY
252
AROUND the sunny island of Life swells day and night death's limitless song of the sea.
253
Is not this mountain like a flower,, with its petals of hills, drinking the sunlight ?
254
THE real with its meaning read wrong
and emphasis misplaced is the unreal.
255
FIND your beauty, my heart, from the world's movement, like the boat that has the grace of the wind and the
water.